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it is composed of thirteen sheets of specially made cream 


bristol board, 12% \, 


X15/72 


2 inches. 
popular Gibson drawing, with one or two remark designs in 


Each sheet bearing one large 
Sepia in the margins, and is tied with a heavy silk cord. 
The Calendar of which 


special design by the artist printed on Japan paper. 


is boxed, the covers 


Price, $2.00. 


THE TRADE SUPPLIED. 


LIFE PUBLISHING COMPANY, 
19 West 3ist Street, NEW YORK. 


{ 


show a | 





290 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 
202 BOYLSTON STREET, BOSTON 





Announce the complete arrival of their Importations for 
the Season of 


EVENING and RECEPTION 


GOWNS 


STREET COSTUMES 
SORTIE DU BAL DRIVING COATS 


MILLINERY 


LINGERIE FURS 
FANCY NECK WEAR, GLOVES, ETC. 








You Can 








THIS IS NOT THE PICTURE YOU WILL RECEIVE. 
THIS MERELY GIVES AN IDEA OF THE WIDOW. 





Catalogue of 150 examples of proofs in miniature 
by Gibson, Hanna, Gilbert and others, for 
selection, sent on receipt of 10 cents. 


Not Buy It. 


UT a Head of Grpson’s Most Bewitching 
Girl may be yours for nothing. Each 
proof signed personally by C. D. Gibson, 
matted and ready for framing, 14 inches by 
11 inches in size, on Japan paper. We show 
herewith a profile sketch of the beautiful 
heroine of Mr. Gibson’s new series of car- 
toons, illustrating the adventures of a widow, 
Mr. Gibson’s latest and most important 
work, now appearing in Lire. The portrait 
is much larger and shows her full face. 
You can secure the signed portrait only by 
sending $5.00 for a new subscription to LIFE 
for one year. The drawing will not be sold 
or reprinted. It is for the exclusive owner- 
ship of our subscribers. At the expiration of 
this offer the plate will be destroyed. 
New subscribers will receive for five dollars 
a year’s subscription to Lire and the signed 
portrait which you can get in no other way. 


This offer is net. 
Lire PuBLIsHING Co., 19 West 31st St., N. Y. 
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Fair Player: WELL, 'M THE MOST UNLUCKY PERSON THAT EVER PLAYED GOLF! FIRST the Dewey Arch? ‘a 

I STRUCK MR. CHUMPLY IN THE MOUTH, THEN THE BALL STRUCK MR. FRESHLY IN THE EYE, Up i 
AND NOW I'VE BROKEN MR, SOFTLY’S BEST STICK. \o~ 
aarp || 


In a Birthday Book. 


HO’ ’twere hopeless to rehearse 
All thy praises in a verse, 

Let this be a verse to thee— 
Something I could never be. 


Perfection. 

HE Maiden asked: “Can you make 

me beautiful? ’’ 

‘For $5,’’ said the Witch, ‘‘I can 
make you so beautiful that all the 
men will turn to stare at you as you 
pass. 

The Maiden smiled, disdainfully. Her 
experience had taught her this was not 
such an easy matter. 

‘*For $8.75, former price $9,’ said 
the Witch, ‘‘I can make you so 
beautiful that the photographer will 
copyright your pictures.”’ 

Still the Maiden, unsatisfied, shook 
her head. 

‘*For $14, and only one at the price,” 
said the Witch, ‘‘I can make you so 
beautiful that you will not have a 
woman friend in all the world!” 

“ Ah,” cried the Maiden, rapturously, 
“that will be beauty, indeed !”’ 


















































Beyond. 
HE was just a bit inclined 
To be sad and soulful ; so | 
She inquired, ‘‘ Has e’er your mind 
Seemed to question you, to know 
What the Unseen holds in store, 
What the Unknown skall entail ? 
Have you cravings to-explore 
What there lies ‘ beyond the vale’ ?” 


He was not a bit like her, 

He’d of ‘‘soulfulness ”’ 

So he said, “If you refer 

To that veil which hides your face, 
ce I'll admit a wild desire 

Its sweet secrets to assail, 

So—ah, dear one raise it higher!” 

iin And they kissed—‘‘ beyond the veil!” | 

Paul West. } 


no trace ; 
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yeaa My friend, your country 
"4 is fine, but you need a few old ruins, | 
Maran AMERICAN: Ruins! Haven’t you seen 













‘Ts Duke of Abruzzi has beaten 

Nansen’s North Pole record by 
twenty-one miles, and is now entitled 
to all the honors attached thereto. It 
is not known whether the Duke speaks 
lecture-platform English or not, 
but if he doesn’t, he should put 
himself in correspondence 
with Major Pond at once. 
The time is ripe for a hero 
of the Pole. If the Duke 
knows his business, he will 
come at once. We need an 
Arctic explorer to rave over, 
and we need him badly. 
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Distinguished novelists are pg At = 
now so common that every av a ie 


street car is crowded with 
them, and nothing but alive 
Pole Dasher will do for the 
crying need. 


\ 





se INGTON, I see, has - ° 
got a place writing “ 
for the Sunday papers.’’ 
‘Indeed! Then he has 
given up all hopes of being 
a literary man.”’ 


Bis aco 


“Tl WONDER WHO THE DARN FOOL WAS WHO TOLD WILLIE 
ABOUT CENTAURS.” 
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HENEVER an American 

soldier is killed in the Philip- 
pines, our neighbor, the Sun, 
attributes his death to Bryan 
and to all the voters in the 
United States who are disaf- 
fected towards the Philippines 
policy of the Administration. Our 
neighbor seems a little morbid on 
this subject. It is unlucky that, 
while a war of subjugation is going 
on in the Philippines, an important 
political campaign should be going on 
here, in which the morality and ex- 
pediency of the said war are discussed, 
but to expect that voters will not speak 
their minds about the Philippines until 
after election is absurd. To charge 
critics of the Philippines policy with 
the responsibility for soldiers killed is 
grotesque. The men responsible for 
deaths of soldiers are rather those who 
began the war, than those who have 
opposed it. Finally, the host of voters 
to whom the Philippines policy seems 
wrong, and whom the Sun accuses of 
murderous disaffection, includes thou- 
sands of men who will vote for Mc- 
Kinley. The influence of these voters 
does not appear in the dealings of the 
Administration with the Philippines, 
because in that matter the Adminis- 
tration isin a hole and can’t get out 
by wriggling. But it does appear in the 
recent dealings with China, wherein 
appears a most wholesome purpose to 
avoid further land-grabbing, procla- 
mations of sovereignty, and all entan- 
gling associations. "When the value of 
the opposition to the Philippines job is 
estimated, we are entitled to consider 
its indirect results. Some grave mis- 


‘ore 


fortunes it has failed to avert, but it 
has made the Administration exceed- 
ingly cautious about getting into any 
more scrapes, or making further avoid- 
able investments of soldiers’ lives. 





[? is interesting to notice that the 

same sort of complaint that is 
made here by the Administration or- 
gans against critics of the Philippines 
policy is made in England against 
critics of Chamberlain’s policy in the 
Transvaal. There is the same com- 
plaint that the war is prolonged because 
the enemy hopes for advantage from 
the outcome of an election. Yet some 
of our papers, which are extremely 
impatient of any expression of opinion 
which seems sympathetic with the Fili- 
pinos, look upon the South African 
war as a disgrace to England, and 
make no bones about saying so. The 
cases of the Boers and the Filipinos are 
by no means identical, but the analogy 
between them is surely close enough to 
make it seemly for ardent critics of 
Chamberlain’s policy to abstain from 
very urgent execration of the critics of 
the policy of McKinley. 
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[* is always hard to learn the truth 

about conditions in our outlying 
colonial dependencies, but just now it 
is harder than usual. Every official or 
Government representative, in any 
colony, who speaks or writes for pub- 
lication, represents matters in his part 
of the world as going on admirably, 
and as vindicating American rule in 
every particular. For example, there 
are just now two accounts of the con- 
dition of Porto Rico. One of them rep- 
resents that there is extreme distress 
in the island ; that many of the poorer 
people are starving, and that prices are 
so high that the salaries paid to 
Government officials barely afford 
them the necessaries of life. The other 
report, which comes from Dr. Hol- 
lander, of Johns Hopkins University, 
who has been to the island to revise 
its taxation laws, says that Porto Rico 


is full of hope, and that its future is 
very promising. Here’s hoping that a 
reasonable proportion of the Porto 
Ricans may survive to profit by the 
fulfilment of Dr. Hollander’s hopes. 
Meanwhile, if they are starving they 
ought to be fed as soon after election 
as possible. 





{ 

ae seems to be hardly due war- 

rant for the acute distress shown 
by various Republican statesmen and. 
newspapers over the mobbing of the 
Hon. Theodore Roosevelt in some re- 
mote wild of the auriferous West. It 
seemed rude, of course, of the Cripple 
Creek miners to mob our Governor ; 
but very likely they did it out of sheer 
good nature, understanding that it 
was the sort of thing he most enjoyed, 
and that he would far rather be 
mobbed any day than not. The Re- 
publican newspapers didn’t openly 
take that view of it, but made an im- 
mense show of horror and indignation, 
and insinuated that the pole with 
which our Theodore was punched in 
the chest was furnished for that use by 
the chairman of the Democratic Na- 
tional Committee. Senator Lodge, 
who was present at the mobbing, also 
affected to disbelieve that it was an 
amiable demonstration, and _ tele- 
graphed East that Roosevelt was 
hated by bad men at Cripple Creek, 
because he represented the flag of the 
United States. No particular harm 
has been done by these erroneous 
statements, but it seems a pity that 
when a lot of simple-minded gniners 
have prepared for the Governor of 
New York the particular species of 
reception that would most delight and 
cheer his spirit, their efforts should be 
condemned and their motives traduced. 
If our Governor spends the next four 
winters in Washington, as seems 
likely, Senator Lodge may get to know 
him better, and perhaps may live to 
appreciate that a row served hot ona 
warm plate agrees with him better 
than goose livers or even ice-cream. 
If personal security was an object to 
him, he would stay at home and work 
at his job. 








NOT WHAT HE MEANT. 


Dick Wittington; HOW BEAUTIFUL YOU ARE AND HOW HOMELY SHE IS, 
‘AH, BUT SADIE HAS BRAINS.” 
‘STILL, I WOULD RATHER BE You.” 
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Our Fresh-Air Fund. 


Ao Lire tenders his thanks to 

the generous friends of this 
charity, and again he is very glad to 
report a prosperous season. Twelve 
hundred and fifty-six children have 
had their two weeks’ outing at the 
Farm during the summer just passed. 
Among them all, not one has met with 
a serious accident, and there has not 
been a single case of sickness of more 
than ten winutes’ duration. This, 
when we consider the green apples 
on the premises, is little less than a 
miracle. 

Toward the end of the season there 
was a cake walk and theatricals in 
which the youthful guests were the 
actors. One boy, of large experience 
at other places, assured us that he had 
a better time at Lire’s Farm than any- 
where else. 








Previously acknowledged........ ...... $5,943.53 
Is i veh evikccset ceerceéavevccescecees 100,00 
Ambrose...."..... peene cvccdesccesecesece 3,00 
Ds Gig Miners revesteconcviscones. cwesevess 6.00 
$6,052.53 

Nov. 10, 1899, Repairs....$ 28 99 

BINOTRNIG ccc ccees ccseencs 2,386.40 

Transportation............ 503.70 
i } | ere es 1,362.45 4,281.54 
Balance to next year, $1,770.99 
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A FOURTH edition of Five Books of 

* Song, by Richard Watson Gilder, 
has just been issued. If Mr. Gilder 
has no deep-toned lyre, at least his 
poetry is always pleasant reading and 
graceful in its effect. (The Century 
Company.) 





The Rev. Cyrus Townsend Brady’s 
Recollections of a Missionary in the Great 
West consists of a series of unconnected 
anecdotes from the life of an Episcopal 
clergyman, and, both in style and sub- 
ject, suggests the verbatim report of a 
lecture. In fact it would make an 
excellent 50c. lecture, but one may be 
pardoned for hesitating about it asa 
$1.25 book. (Charles Scribner’s Sons.) 


In a bo& entitled The Wall Street 
Point of View, Mr. Henry Clews gives 
his ideas upon a large number of mat- 
ters, financial and political, past, present 


‘Lay. 


and to come. These ideas are 
neither very original nor very 
deep, but they will doubtless 





serve the purpose of keeping 
the author’s name before the 
public in connection with Wall 
Street affairs. (Silver Burdett 
and Company.) 


Tales of Indians written from 
the objective standpoint of men 
of our own race we have in 
plenty, but a well-written story 
of Indian boyhood, by an 
Indian, gives us a new and 
interesting insight into the 
universal kinship of the genus 
Boy. Such a story is 7'he Middle 
Five, by Francis La Flesche. A 
frontispiece in color deserves 
mention for its beauty and for 
the manner in which, contrary 
to the custom of illustrations, 
it suggests the spirit of the 
book. (Small, Maynard and 
Company.) 





Lucas Malet (Mrs. St. Leger 
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Mrs. Frog: ou, YOU NAUGHTY CHILD! yYou’vE GoT- 


TEN YOUR NEW SsUIT ALL DIRTY, AND YOU CAN’T 


Harrison) seems to offer her CHANGE YOUR SKIN FOR THREE MONTHS YET. 


book, The Gateless Barrier, to 

the public in full seriousness. She 
speaks of it in her preface as a story 
which is not explanatory, but suggests 
questions to be thought out by the 
serious student. As a matter of fact, it 
is a plain, old-fashioned ghost story, 
neither explanatory nor suggestive, 
and likely to impress none but timid 
readers after dark. (Dodd, Mead & 
Company.) 


We all remember the Sunday-school 
book of our youth wherein the bad 
little boy went fishing on Sunday and 
was drowned, while the good little boy 
put five cents in the plate and grew up 
to be president of the Pop-Corn Trust. 
Bob Knight’s Diary at Poplar Hill 
School, by Charlotte Curtis Smith, is a 
revival of this style. Comment is 
needless. (E. P. Dutton & Company.) 


The Dobleys, whom Kate Masterson 
describes in her book of that title, are 
a New York couple who go through a 
number of Bohemian experiences, to 
which young people beginning matri- 
mony in the metropolis are often 
tempted. Their experiences are pleas- 
antly told, and incidentally Mrs. 
Masterson humorously punctures a 


few delusions about gay life in town. 
(Dillingham. ) 


Literature at High Tide. 


IBRARIES have been established 
in the parks of Brooklyn for the 
further promulgation of literature, and 
the experiment is said to be a success. 
People who of old sat on the benches 
and twirled their fingers are now scan- 
ning the pages of the latest magazine 
and drinking in the descriptive short 
cuts in the latest novel. Also, more 
people have come to these centres of 
learning. Like the fountains in the 
same parks, the libraries are always 
on tap, for young and old, for rich and 
poor. 

This effort to jam our literature 
down the throats of the people is gain- 
ing so much encouragement that in 
the course of time we may expect 
that branch libraries will be attached 
to every street car and corner drug 
store. 


What is really needed is a society for 
the suppression of reading matter. It 
may be much better not to know how 
to read, than to read what is most 
likely to be set before us. 


























For Divers Americans. 


NDER the title of ‘‘ The Filipino 
Martyrs,’’ Mr. Richard Brinsley 
Sheridan, an impartial and ob- 
serving Englishman, presents 
some interesting evidence. 


He says in his preface: 

I do not dedicate this work to the Government 
of the United States, but to the citizens of 
America in the North, the South, the East, and 
the West, who are known among nations and 
among men to be loyal to their creeds, both 
political and commercial, and to respect the 
rights and privileges of their fellow-creatures, no 
matter what the color of their skin may’be, or 
whether they be in peace or in times of war. 

It is time the people, and not the Government, 
took in hand this question, and insisted upon the 
publication of all letters and cables sent to the 
Philippines, and the replies received ai Wash- 
ington—then, and then only, will they be the 
true arbitrators of a cause which threatens to 
obliterate some of the most illustrious pages in 
Amer.can history, 


However, in reading these pages one 
cannot fail to discover a strong sym- 
pathy and liking for America and 
Americans, all of which renders pas- 


“LIFE 


sages like the following all the more 
emphatic: 


The course of action taken by the United States 
Government was criminal, if only for its stupidity. 
The so-called insurgents, as has been shown, 
were anxious and willing to disarm. They 
merely desired, and properly so, some recogni- 
tion and explanation as to the future policy of the 
American Government, some grateful courtesy at 
the hands of those whom they had assisted in 
conquering the enemy; and they had justly 
earned some consideration other than insults 
and the grossest ingratitude. 

This was the general opinion of all persons in 
Manila, including the American soldiers and the 
American officers, who repeatedly told me that 
they were unable to understand the Government 
policy, or what was the course of action to be 
pursued. 


Of course every American knows 
that soldiers of other countries are often 
a rough lot, but that our own soldiers 
are, under all conditions, refined and 
courteous gentlemen. Keeping this 
well in mind, the following e tract 
from the Hong Kong Daily Press is of 
interest. It sheds even a new lustre 
on the glory of war: 





» 
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“The Americans have committed many atroci- 
tiesin Manila. They set fire to the hamlet of Paco, 
shooting women and children fleeing from their 
homes” (confirmed by European residents in 
Paco, who were eye-witnesses), ‘“ burnt Santa 
Ana, and are looting and robbing houses ip 
Manila and the suburbs, and the places they 
have succeeded in taking. Fora few days they 
allowed families to leave Manila, but they robbed 
and despoiled all who left, making even women 
denude themselves. One of the latter, who re- 
sisted being denuded, boxed a soldier's ears who 
had dared to lay his hands on her. She was 
shot on the spot. ’ 


But worst of all, perhaps, is that the 
despised Filipino should turn about and 
despise the Benevolent Assimilator. 
We know the Anglo-Saxon is fond of 
whiskey, but, then—we all have our 
little faults. 


Speaking to one of the aides-de-camp ‘of 
Agninaldo, he said something almost similar. 
‘We have been led by America and\her represent- 
atives to believe that we should have our free- 
dom, If America has changed her mind or her 
policy, and desires to seize our country, well, she 
can have it; but not till she has killed every man 
of our people—we love life, but without freedom 
we prefer death. The Americans call us niggers 








IF SIR WALTER RALEIGH SHOULD COME BACK TO EARTH. 
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because our skins are browned ; but,’ he added, 
sneeringly, ‘if we niggers desired to take Manila, 
all that would be necessary would be to roll into 
the city sufficient whiskey, wait until the soldiers 
consumed it—which would not take them long— 
and then enter the city.” 

When lunch, coffee, and cigars were finished, we 


went into the ballroomtodance. This wasalarge- 


room, with a polished floor, and would have done 
credit to any public ballroom in London. 


His Multitudinous Superi- 
ority. 

LE WILLIE: Pa says that 
old Mr. Totterly, who died yester- 

day at the age of ninety-seven, had 

eight children, twenty-three grand- 

children, fifty-two great-grandchildren, 

and seventy-nine great-great-grand- 

children. 

LitTtLE Bos: Gee-whiz! He had 
a whole lot of kids that he could tell 
how much smarter than them he’d 
been when he was a boy, didn’t he? 


Something New. 


GSESROs is making rapid strides in 

all directions. Inoculation is evi- 
dently still in its infancy, according to 
La Nature, which announces the fol- 
lowing discovery recently made by a 
Frenchman : 


If an animal is inoculated with the liquid given 
by any macerated organ this animal yields a 
serum which, inoculated in a new animal, brings 
about the destruction of the cells of the corre- 
sponding organ. Thus, for example, we may 
cause the destruction of the salivary glands, the 
kidneys, etc. 

A new field of experiment is thus 
opened up. All animals will no doubt 
hail this discovery with proper en- 
thusiasm. Being deprived of their 
organs is as nothing compared with 


the interests of science. 


In the Church Parlors. 
EV. DR. SPOOKIE: But, dear 
madam, why should you shrink 
from knowing Mrs. Timmins? In the 

courts above we shall all be equal. 
Mrs. DE BLatcH: I suppose it will 
have to come to that, Doctor ; but, in 
the meantime, I want to keep myself 

respéctable. 


Bad Form. 


RS. HIGHBLOWER: Don’t for- 
get, my dear, that in conversation 


I 


_ the interest must not be allowed to flag. 


CLARA: But I’m sure I do my best, 
mamma. 

‘*Maybe so. But while the pianist 
was playing I thought, once or twice, 
that I detected you listening to him.”’ 


‘Livre 


Ballade of the Golfing Bore. 
” LL many beastly bores there be 
Abroad upon this spinning sphere, 
Who, ‘when afar one fain would flee, 
Make dire assault upon the ear ; 
But this beyond all doubt is clear, 
Albeit they mount to triple score, 
He is the deadliest and most drear, 
The unrelenting golfing bore ! 


He'll start you off upon the “ tee,” 
And round the links the course will 


steer ; 
Meanwhile the strange trajectory 
Of balls “pulled,” ‘sliced,’ and 


‘topped ’’ will blear 
The circumambient atmosphere 
Until you can endure no more, 
And wish him in some nether sphere, 
The unrelenting golfing bore ! 


Of much will he discourse with glee, 
That unto you is nonsense sheer ; 
At every other game will he 
Make mockery with flout and fleer ; 
His aim in life, it would appear, 
Is just to beat the ‘“‘ Bogey’”’ score, 
And should he —all the town would 
hear 
The unrelenting golfing bore ! 


ENVOY. 
Prince, though you reckon year on year 
From the evanished days of yore, 
Yet will you fail to find his peer, 
The unrelenting golfing bore ! 
Clinton Scollard, 


Monee Russian troops in China are 

going through an orgy of slaugh- 
ter, and their conduct is being held up 
to all civilized nations as a horrible 
example. 

The real trouble with the Russians 
seems to be that they have not yet 
become infected with the bacillus of 
Cant. As victors, they go about it in 
the old-fashioned way—murdering and 
shooting and looting to their heart’s 
content. But when they have become 
more ‘‘ civilized ’’ they will learn that 
the policy of preaching peace, benevo- 
lent assimilation and tender concern 
for the conquered is the only proper 
thing. Major McKinley has furnished 
some admirable models for the proper 
conduct of conquerors. 

Instead of deploring the acts of our 
soldiers in the Philippines and shock- 
ing us with the horrid truth, he assures 
us, in the most becoming language, that 
all is lovely. 

The Russians have much to learn. 


What’s in a Name? 
A MaovuGe the present fashion of 
christening children with family 
surnames is much to be commended for 
many reasons, it carries with it some 


awful possibilities unknown in the’ 


days of Mary Ann’s and John Henry’s. 
A glance at the following list, each 
name of which is genuine, will illus- 
trate sufficiently well the possibilities 
of nomenclature resting with parents 
in their choice of names for the men 
and women of to-morrow. 


Edna Broker Mothershead, 
Marian English Earle, 
Sawyer Turner Somerset, 
Will W. Upp, 

Nealon Pray Daily, 
Benton Killin Savage, 
Owen Taylor Money, 
Ima Little Lamb, 

Broker Husbands Hart, 
R. U. Phelan-Goode, 
Marie A. Bachelor, 

May Tyus Upp, 

I. Betty Sawyer, 

Mabel Eve Story, 

Will Waltz Wither, 
Waring Green Cotes, 

Iva Winchester Rifle, 
Etta Lotta Hammond-Degges, 
Barber Cutting Mann, 
Weir Sick O’Bryan, 
Makin Loud Noyes, 
Hurd Copp Cumming, 
Rodenor Pullman Karr, 
Doody Spies Sourwine, 
Knott Worth Reading. 








bac HEY, CADDIE! WHICH CLUB DO YOU USE 
WHEN A GOAT SWALLOWS THE BALL?” 
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HISTORIC BITS.—XxXI. 
‘WE HAVE MET THE ENEMY, AND THEY ARE OURS.” 
PERRY REMOVED THE COLORS FROM HIS DISABLED FLAGSHIP TO THE NIAGARA, CONTINUED FIGHTING, AND THEN WROTE THE ABOVE MESSAGE. 
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Modern Vice. 


\ 7 ICE is a siren of so dazzling mien, 
That to be courted needs but to be seen. 
But, wooed too oft, we find the pace o’erwarm, 


And cry, ‘‘Close up the town!” and vote 


Reform ! 





from Cap’n Dan’l. 


, % the Metropolitan Opera 
House was done “‘ Faust” 
in English. There were no De 
Reszkes, no Eameses, no any- 
bodies except persons who 
were supposed to sing and 
act the parts well. They did 
sing and act fairly 
well. They did 
what they had to 
do sufficiently well 
to raise the ques- 
tion of whether 
doing what is 
called “grand 
opera’’ is worth 
doing at all. The 
simple reason for 
this question is that 
people who sing 
‘*Faust” in English are not patronized 
by the persons who make “ Faust,’ in 
French and combined Italian, a most fash- 
ionable amusement. The merits of grand 
opera, considered simply as grand opera, 
seem to have little to do with it. In other 
words, grand opera seems to be in America 
an institution whose merits are to be gauged 
only by the social importance of the persons 
who patronize it. 

The house, although well filled, was 
not a fashionable one. There were few 
evening dresses, and the persons who came 
were not the persons who make prosperous 
what is known as the ‘‘season”’ of grand 
opera. This ‘grand opera” question is one 
that will bear a lot of honest investigation 
by persons who think they know something 
about the present state of culture among the 
American people. So long as ‘‘ grand 
opera” is confined to the mysteries of a 
foreign language and foreign customs it is 
likely to have a certain vogue. Make it 
familiar by using the English language, 
and perhaps the American will realize that 
grand opera is, after all, only a grand bluft 
to make the common people aspire to pay 


‘a. * 


large money to hear what they do not know 
anything about. 

From the artistic point of view the per- 
formance given by the new company at the 
Metropolitan was far from bad. Mr. Shee- 
han’s Faust was sung truly and sweetly. 
Neither Miss Strakosch as Marguerite nor 
Mr. Whitehill as Mephistopheles were cal- 
culated to set the world on fire, but each 
brought energy and originality to bear on 
roles made difficult by precedent. Technical 
description of what they did or did not do 
with their voices would be beyond the 
limit of our space and might bore the 
reader. The general impression remains 
that ‘‘ Faust” was competently sung and 
acted at the Metropolitan for persons who 
wish to hear in English a great story set to 
great music. 


* * * 


AP’N DAN’L MARBLE 

(loquitur): That sorter re- 

minds me of a feller name’ 

Herne—I disremember his 

fust name, but I think it was 

Jim— who kem down here 
to Sag Harbor and put in some time talkin’ 
to an’ lookin’ at us folks. He wan’t much 
to look at, but he was an’ acter an’ he had a 
good many brains—more’n the Lord allows 
to most people, an’ a good many more’n He 
usually allows to acters. Well, this feller 
Herne, he sizes us all up an’ down an’ 
crosswise, an’ then he goes back to New 
York an’ puts us allin a show. I seen it 
when I went to York to buy some new- 
fangled hardware for the ‘‘ Kacy,” an’, by 
gosh, he got us pretty near right. He even 
calls his show ‘‘Sag Harbor,” after the ol’ 
place we all love so well. He got himself 
up to look an’ talk like me, an’ I'll be 
darned if he didn’t make me think I was 
listenin’ to myself talk out @ one them 
phonygraph machines you drop a nickel 
into, an’ lookin’ in one o’ them big lookin’ 
glasses they have all over the drinkin’- 
places in York. You know us folks down 
here on the Bay don’t move so fas’ and talk 
so fas’ as they do in big towns, an’ I noticed 
the people in the aujence got a little bit 
tired listenin’, but, by gosh, sir, it was: us, 
an’ no mistake. You wouldn’t think us 
folks, leadin’ a natural, simple kind o’ life, 














would do anythin’ to make a show out of, 
but I'll eat all the shavin’s in the shop if 
he didn’t take the story of Ben and Frank 
Turner an’ little Marthy and make a 
play out o’ it that makes you laugh 
most the time, but sometimes takes holt 
o’ your heart and makes your Adam’s 
apple go up an’ down like the walkin’ beam 
o’ that reliable steam-boat, the never-on- 
time Antelope. He’s got Freeman Whit- 
marsh down to the life, an’ darn if the folles 
in York didn’t laugh at him more’n we do 
here. (CAr’N DAN’L muses a moment as he 
readjusts the nicotine poultice that he keeps 
next to an aching false tooth.) 

This feller Herne’s got a couple o’ dotters, 
mighty smart gals, an’ pretty, too. He’s 
got ’em in the piece for Marthy Turner and 
Janie Caldwell, an’ you’d be surprised, sir, 
to see what good mimics them two young 
girls is. The one that plays Marthy’s boun’ 
to mount to somethin’ some time. Then 
he’s got a woman name’ Mrs. Sol Smith, 
who gets herself up to look like old Mis’ 
Russell, an’ I'll be jiggered if you could tell 
her from the real thing, reminiscin’ ’bout 
Cap’n John an’ all. An’ there’s a young 
feller name’ Lionel Barrymore—seems to me 
I seen somebody o’ that name play a robber 
in a show once—who acts just exactly like 
Frank Turner did durin’ that trouble he had 
with Ben an”® Marthy. I s’pose Herne 
thought it was a good joke puttin’ in all 
about me an’ ’Lizbeth courtin’, but I don’t 
think it’s very modest repeatin’ all that 
business about the baby ’fore a lot o’ young 
folks who don’t know us. (Car’n Dan’L 
again readjusts the poultice.) 

Now, then, us folks down here may not 
be worth makin’ a show about, but we’re 
human, ain’t we? An’ we have feelin’s an’ 
do- things an’ are Americans, an’ other 
Americans can understan’ us, ¢an’t they ? 
Now what proves I’m tellin’ the truth when 
I say Herne’s a smart feller is that he takes 
us—folks we all know about, an’ not a lot o’ 
Frenchmen and Eyetalians we don’t know 
about—and puts us on the stage as we are, 
an’ he ain’t afraid to hev people who know 
what we are come an’ see whether he’s done 
it right or not. An’ I tell you, sir (here 
Cav’n Dan’ puts his hand over his mouth 
and chuckles quietly), them folks in York 
did laugh at Freeman Whitmarsh—an’ me. 

Metcalfe, 
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A Bishop in a Hole. 


ANY people were surprised 

to learn that Bishop Law- 

rence, of Massachusetts, had 

been to Washington to 

testify —as an apostle of 

mercy—to the desirability 
of unrestricted vivisection. In certain 
of his statements he made it clear that, 
in his opinion, the pamphlets of the 
American Humane Association not 
only gave false impressions, but told 
stories that were not in harmony with 
the actual facts. 

This was putting the A. H. S. in an 
‘undesirable light. So its secretary, 
Mr. Francis H. Rowley, wrote a letter 
to the bishop, a dignified, courteous 
letter, asking for details; saying, 
among other things : 


THE ORIGINAL DISCOVERY OF AMERICA. 


Certainly, if statements have been published 
under the sanction of this Association which 
are unsupported by evidence we shall esteem it 
@ great favor to have them pointed out. 

May we ask that you assist us in this matter so 
far us to indicate to what errors you especially 
referred in your address at Washington? 

We beg to assure you, sir, that any such 
evidence with which you can favor us going to 
prove that the writers of pamphlets published by 
us “‘are not exact in their statements,” or that 
they have made charges of “ cruelty” unsup- 
ported by proof, will be received by us with the 
sincerest appreciation of your courtesy, and 
shall be accorded that most careful further 
examination which is justly due the statements 
of one occupying your position. 


But the bishop was not expecting 
this sort of thing. Such a coming 
down to facts was awkward; so he 
writes a non-committal, very general 
and somewhat brief reply, in which he 
says incidentally : 


I can simply say that what! said is true. Iam 
& pretty busy man, and it is impossible for me at 
this time to*look up the literature. 


He was not too busy to go on to 
Washington. 


But he is too busy to retract a very . 


serious imputation or to prove the 
truth of his own assertions. 

We think this hurts the bishop more 
than it helps the bloody cause he is 
advocating. 


Supremacy. 
|? the great corridor of Obscurity two 
men faced each other. 
‘*Give me the wall,’’ said one. 
sir, was once Vice-President.”’ 
The other laughed a derisive laugh. 
‘Nonsense !’’ he exclaimed. ‘I 
take precedence here. I am the hus- 
band of an authoress.’’ 


“Ty 
’ 
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Modern Vice. 


ICE is a siren of so dazzling mien, 
That to be courted needs but to be seen. 
But, wooed too oft, we find the pace o’erwarm, 


And cry, ‘‘Close up the town!” and vote 


Reform ! 





from Cap’n Dan’l. 


T the Metropolitan Opera 

House was done ‘‘ Faust’ 
in English. There were no De 
Reszkes, no Eameses, no any- 
bodies except persons who 
were supposed to sing and 
act the parts well. They did 
sing and act fairly 
well. They did 
what they had to 
do sufficiently well 
to raise the ques- 
tion of whether 
doing what is 
called “grand 
opera’? is worth 
doing at all. The 
simple reason for 
this question is that 
people who sing 
‘*Faust” in English are not patronized 
by the persons who make “ Faust,” in 
French and combined Italian, a most fash- 
ionable amusement. The merits of grand 
opera, considered simply as grand opera, 
seem to have little to do with it. In other 
words, grand opera seems to be in America 
an institution whose merits are to be gauged 
only by the social importance of the persons 
who patronize it. 

The house, although well filled, was 
not a fashionable one. There were few 
evening dresses, and the persons who came 
were not the persons who make prosperous 
what is known as the ‘‘season”’ of grand 
opera. This ‘‘ grand opera”’ question is one 
that will bear a lot of honest investigation 
by persons who think they know something 
about the present state of culture among the 
American people. So long as ‘‘ grand 
opera” is confined to the mysteries of a 
foreign language and foreign customs it is 
likely to have a certain vogue. Make it 
familiar by using the English language, 
and perhaps the American will realize that 
grand opera is, after all, only a grand bluft 
to make the common people aspire to pay 


‘owe 


large money to hear what they do not know 
anything about. 

From the artistic point of view the per- 
formance given by the new company at the 
Metropolitan was far from bad. Mr. Shee- 
han’s Faust was sung truly and sweetly. 
Neither Miss Strakosch as Marguerite nor 
Mr. Whitehill as Mephistopheles were cal- 
culated to set the world on fire, but each 
brought energy and originality to bear on 
roles made difficult by precedent. Technical 
description of what they did or did not do 
with their voices would be beyond the 
limit of our space and might bore the 
reader. The general impression remains 
that ‘‘ Faust” was competently sung and 
acted at the Metropolitan for persons who 
wish to hear in English a great story set to 
great music. 


m * * 


AP’N DAN’L MARBLE 

(loquitur): That sorter re- 

minds me of a feller name’ 

Herne—I disremember his 

fust name, but I think it was 

Jim—who kem down here 
to Sag Harbor and put in some time talkin’ 
to an’ lookin’ at us folks. He wan’t much 
to look at, but he was an’ acter an’ he had a 
good many brains—more’n the Lord allows 
to most people, an’ a good many more’n He 
usually allows to acters. Well, this feller 
Herne, he sizes us all up an’ down an’ 
crosswise, an’ then he goes back to New 
York an’ puts us allin a show. I seen it 
when I went to York to buy some new- 
fangled hardware for the ‘‘ Kacy,” an’, by 
gosh, he got us pretty near right. He even 
calls his show ‘‘Sag Harbor,” after the ol’ 
place we all love so well. He got himself 
up to look an’ talk like me, an’ I'll be 
darned if he didn’t make me think I was 
listenin’ to myself talk out ¢ one them 
phonygraph machines you drop a nickel 
into, an’ lookin’ in one o’ them big lookin’ 
glasses they have all over the drinkin’- 
places in York. You know us folks down 
here on the Bay don’t move so fas’ and talk 
so fas’ as they do in big towns, an’ I noticed 
the people in the aujence got a little bit 
tired listenin’, but, by gosh, sir, it was: us, 
an’ no mistake. You wouldn’t think us 
folks, leadin’ a natural, simple kind o’ life, 














would do anythin’ to make a show out of, 
but I'll eat all the shavin’s in the shop if 
he didn’t take the story of Ben and Frank 
Turner an’ little Marthy and make a 
play out o’ it that makes you laugh 
most the time, but sometimes takes holt 
o’ your heart and makes your Adam’s 
apple go up an’ down like the walkin’ beam 
o’ that reliable steam-boat, the never-on- 
time Antelope. He’s got Freeman Whit- 
marsh down to the life, an’ darn if the folks 
in York didn’t laugh at him more’n we do 
here. (CApr’N DAN’L muses a moment as he 
readjusts the nicotine poultice that he keeps 
next to an aching false tooth.) 

This feller Herne’s got a couple o’ dotters, 
mighty smart gals, an’ pretty, too. He’s 
got ’em in the piece for Marthy Turner and 
Janie Caldwell, an’ you’d be surprised, sir, 
to see what good mimics them two young 
girls is. The one that plays Marthy’s boun’ 
to mount to somethin’ some time. Then 
he’s got a woman name’ Mrs. Sol Smith, 
who gets herself up to look like old Mis’ 
Russell, an’ I'll be jiggered if you could tell 
her from the real thing, reminiscin’ bout 
Cap’n John an’ all. An’ there’s a young 
feller name’ Lionel Barrymore—seems to me 
I seen somebody o’ that name play a robber 
in a show once—who acts just exactly like 
Frank Turner did durin’ that trouble he had 
with Ben an” Marthy. I s’pose Herne 
thought it was a good joke puttin’ in all 
about me an’ ’Lizbeth courtin’, but I don’t 
think it’s very modest repeatin’ all that 
business about the baby ’fore a lot o’ young 
folks who don’t know us. (Cap’n Dan’L 
again readjusts the poultice.) 

Now, then, us folks down here may not 
be worth makin’ a show about, but we’re 
human, ain’t we? An’ we have feelin’s an’ 
do- things an’ are Americans, an’ other 
Americans can understan’ us,- can’t they ? 
Now what proves I’m tellin’ the truth when 
I say Herne’s a smart feller is that he takes 
us—folks we all know about, an’ not a lot o’ 
Frenchmen and Eyetalians we don’t know 
about—and puts us on the stage as we are, 
an’ he ain’t afraid to hev people who know 
what we are come an’ see whether he’s done 
it right or not. An’ I tell you, sir (here 
Cav’n Dan’t puts his hand over his mouth 
and chuckles quietly), them folks in York 
did laugh at Freeman Whitmarsh—an’ me. 

Metcalfe. 
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‘A Bishop in a Hole. 


ANY people were surprised 

to learn that Bishop Law- 

rence, of Massachusetts, had 

been to Washington to 

testify —as an apostle of 

mercy—to the desirability 
of unrestricted vivisection. In certain 
of his statements he made it clear that, 
in his opinion, the pamphlets of the 
American Humane Association not 
only gave false impressions, but told 
stories that were not in harmony with 
the actual facts. 

This was putting the A. H. S. in an 
‘undesirable light. So its secretary, 
Mr. Francis H. Rowley, wrote a letter 
to the bishop, a dignified, courteous 
letter, asking for details; saying, 
among other things: 


THE ORIGINAL DISCOVERY OF AMERICA. 


Certainly, if statements have been published 
under the sanction of this Association which 
are unsupported by evidence we shall esteem it 
a great favor to have them pointed out, 

May we ask that you assist us in this matter so 
far us to indicate to what errors you especially 
referred in your address at Washington? 

We beg to assure you, sir, that any such 
evidence with which you can favor us going to 
prove that the writers of pamphlets published by 
us “‘are not exact in their statements,” or that 
they have made charges of “ cruelty” unsup- 
ported by proof, will be received by us with the 
sincerest appreciation of your courtesy, and 
shall be accorded that most careful further 
examination which is justly due the statements 
of one occupying your position. 


But the bishop was not expecting 
this sort of thing. Such a coming 
down to facts was awkward; so he 
writes a non-committal, very general 
and somewhat brief reply, in which he 
says incidentally : 








I can simply say that what! said is true. I am 
& pretty busy man, and it is impossible for me at 
this time to*look up the literature. 

He was not too busy to go on to 
Washington. 

But he is too busy to retract a very. 
serious imputation or to prove the 
truth of his own assertions. 

We think this hurts the bishop more 
than it helps the bloody cause he is 
advocating. 


Supremacy. 
|? the great corridor of Obscurity two 
men faced each other. 
‘Give me the wall,’”’ said one. ‘I, 
sir, was once Vice-President.”’ 
The other laughed a derisive laugh. 
‘* Nonsense !’’ he exclaimed. ‘I 
take precedence here. I am the hus- 
band of an authoress.”’ 
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Few’ 

Can gaily chatter when 
they chance to meet ; 
Where Nonsense reigns the 
happy moments thru, 
And Mirth and Folly 

near the royal seat, 
M{ With outstretched arms 
the joyous Pilgrims greet, 
While seated on the 

throne of Gold 

Great Mammon lays its tribute 
at their feet. 

For what ? 

glorious Knights of Old 

Pay homage at the shrine of all that Worth extolled? 


noble 


Did not the 


Within its Sacred Precinets one may see 
Strange Sights and Forms that make him doubt his eyes ; 
A sort of Animal Menagerie, 
In which the Wanderer startles with surprise 
To note the numbers he doth recognize : 
Bear 
(The Lights on which Society relies), 
The Wit, the Sage and Patriarch are there, 
The Honor, Fame and Glory of this realm to share. 


The Social Lion, Imbecile, Bore, 


The Wanderer heard strange sounds within this Place, 
But soon discerned the noise was conversation ; 
And he was not surpriséd that this Race 
Should use an odd mode of communication— 
It was in keeping with their lofty station. 
Still, it was of a most amusing kind— 
Devoid of sense, yet full of animation, 
And it was plain they ever bore in mind 
Their rule; ‘‘ All ye who enter here leave Thought behind.” 


Fair Maidens flitted thru this Fairyland 
In dream-like robes, cut quite ‘‘ decolleté”’ ; 
And to the guilded Youths did ore command, 
And Charming ‘‘ Nothingnesses 
Ah me, it was a beautiful array 
Of Brilliance, Humor, Grandeur, Gush and Guile, 
In which the ones who there the longer stay 
Appear the gayer, give the brighter smile, 
And surely, year by year, become more juvenile. 


’ to them say. 


0, happy they that dwell within this sphere, 
From contact with plebeian things secure ! 
No common mortal dares to enter here, 
Its portals ope not to admit the poor— 
Wealth is the ‘‘ Open Sesame,” that’s sure. 
From this existence of enraptured bliss 
No wish for odious knowledge can allure. 
For who can dream of greater happiness 
Than ignorance brings? No one; naught else compares with this. 


J. Henry Orme. 


Behind Time. 


HE incredible slowness of literature, in its efforts to 
keep up with the Drama, is much to be deplored. 
Here’s Miss Viola Allen, acting in a play dramatized from 
Mr. Marion Crawford’s latest novel, which is even yet 





Lire 


“A jonnw Thru Society-Land.”’ 
YHERE 


running in a magazine and will not all be published until 
December. 

It has always been supposed that Mr. Marion Crawford 
had the machinery of his art (or is it the art of his 
machinery?) down fine, but it is surely disappointing to 
catch him so behindhand. 

The stage, however, has done the best it could under the 
circumstances. 


After the Honeymoon. 
SHE: Yes! A woman’s history is summed up in one 
word—sacrifice. 
HE: Indeed! Whose? 


His Reward. 


‘ ‘. best way to propose to a girl is not to think of 
what you are going to say beforehand.”’ 

Castleton muttered this sternly to himself as he walked 
swiftly along with defiant stride. ‘‘ Yes, sir,’’ he exclaimed, 
‘*it’s the only way, and I am not going to make a fool of 
myself. I’ve made too many after-dinner speeches, learned 
them by rote beforehand, and failed at the last moment, not 
to know that these premeditated outbursts are absolutely 
unreliable. I don’t know what I am going to say, and I 
don’t care. It’s sink or swim. I want that girl to marry 
me, and I’m going to tell herso. But, hold on! I musn’t 
think of a word of it.’’ 

Castleton began to whistle, set himself more firmly 
together, and hurried on to the scene and the issue 
which would determine his fate. Seductive phrases 























“YOU HAVE MY (HIC) SHYMPATHY, FRIEND. BEEN REDUCED TO (HIC) 
THAT AMOUNT MYSELF —MANY A TIME!” 
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of persuasive love presented themselves to him 

at every step, like sirens to the ancient mariner, 

but he fought them off one by one. He was 

determined that his mind should be a blank, 

and with grim courage he hurled himself up 
the step and rang the bell. 


* * * 


V HEN he finally faced her, it 

was harder—a great deal 

harder—than he thought, but he 

never flinched. Hehad made up his 

mind that he would say what came to him 

when the instant arrived, and he plunged 

likea bold swimmer into an unknown sea. 

‘**Dorothy,’’ he said, calling her by her 

first name for the first time, as he turned 

and faced her, ‘‘ I—the fact is, I am dead 

in love with you. I want to marry you, 
and that’s allthereistoit!”  , 

She looked at him swiftly and then 
lowered her eyes. He could almost feel 
that she trembled slightly. He felt a 
sudden sense of relief, even in this brief 
moment. He had done it and nothing 
had happened. The earth continued to 
revolve. 

‘* Yes,” he said, gathering courage with 
every word, ‘‘I don’t know when I 
began to love you, but I think it was the 
very first time we met. I couldn’t help 
it exactly, and indeed I didn’t want to, 
for I don’t know of anything finer than 
just to let yourself go when you don’t 
want to stop. I remember how beautiful you 
looked to me on that first day, and how your 
grace and charm have grown on me every day 
since, until all I can think of is‘ Dorothy,’ 
‘Dorothy ’ allthe day long.”’ 

He reached forward and took her hand. 
It was all so easy now. The floodgates of 
his soul were open. 

‘* All that is beautiful, and tender, 
and harmonious in the old world,” 
he said, ‘‘seem to have entered 
‘ie my heart, and indeed, it bends so 
to the weight of this great love} that 
unless you, my darling, accept it, 1 am 
afraid that it will break. Can’t you say 
something to me, Dorothy? Something 
to show me that what Iam saying is not 
allin vain? Can’t you tell me that you 
do love me just a little, and that there is 
some hope for me? Beloved, speak to me!”’ 

She lifted her eyes to his. There was an un- 
certain look in their clear depths. 

‘‘ T wish I could believe it,” she said, doubtfully. ‘ But 
I just know you couldn’t talk that way to me, unless you 
had been practicing all your life on other girls.” 

** She lifted her eyes to his,” Tom Masson. 
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Ir probably will never be settled whether there were 
stronger men before Agamemnon or not. The question will 
all the same be raised. This matter of the old times vs. the 
new is treuted, in a style pleasantly reminiscent of Praed’s 
admirable fooling, by a Corhill poet, who, remembering 
that Mr. A. J. Balfour has incurred reproof for not liking his 
own century, very prudently leaves the question open. 
Touching upon the rougher, cruder ways of the fathers in 
peace and war, he contrasts them with our own : 


Then, should a too luxurious fare 

Sow sickness’ seeds (which was but seldom), 
A vow or inexpensive prayer 

At once effectively expelled ’em : 
Not yet the boons that Science brings, 

No microbes yet could vex and plague you ; 
At worst, you died of common things, 

A fever or perhaps an ague. 


How changed the modern’s lot from yours! 
Daily do specialists affright his 
Inquiring mind with scores and scores 
Of things that end in death, and -itis : 
Of ailments new with newer terms 
At Science’s feet we're always learning, 
With wholly unsuspected germs 
Awaiting us at every turning. 


*Twas hard undoubtedly to be 
Beheaded by a tyrant’s minions, 
Because you chanced to disagree 
With his tyrannical opinions : 
Yet, when I view the countless swarm 
Of troubles new that maim and kill us, 
Proscription seems a lesser harm 
Than Medicine with a fresh bacillus! 





C}SSORS At NvLLy 


O, men of old | your ways, I own, 
Were harsher far than ours and rougher : 
Still, had you but by prescience known 
What complicated ills we suffer, 
Would you have longed to snare our plight, 
And tread our path by Truth enlightened? 
I cannot say. Perhaps you might: 
And then, again, perhaps you mightn’t ! 


— A. D. Godley. 
New York Evening Post. 


MARE TWAIN is a good talker. and invariably prepares 
himself, though he skillfully hides his preparation by his 
method of delivery, which denotes that he is getting his ideas 
and phrases as he proceeds, He is an accomplished artist in 
this way. His peculiar mode of expression always seems con- 
tagious with an audience, and a laugh would follow the most 
sober remark, 

It is a singular fact that an audience will be in a laughing 
mood when they first enter the lecture-room ; they are ready 
to burst out at anything and everything. In the town of Col- 
chester, Conn., there was a good illustration of this, the Hon. 
Demsham Hornet having a most unpleasant experience at the 
expense of Mark Twain. Mr. Clemens was advertised to 
lecture in the town of Colchester, but for some reason failed 
toarrive. In the emergency the Lecture Committee decided 
to employ Mr. Hornet to deliver his celebrated lecture on 
temperance ; but so late in the day was this arrangement 
made that no bills announcing it could be circulated, and 
the audience assembled, expecting to hear Mark Twain. No 
one in the town knew Mr. Clemens, or had ever heard him 
lecture, but they entei tained the idea that he was funny, and 
went to the lecture prepared to laugh.- Even those upon the 
platform, excepting the chairman, did not know Mr, Hornet 
from Mark Twain ; and so, when his name was introduced, 
thought nothing of the name, as they knew Mark Twain was 
@ pen name, and supposed his real name was Iornet. 


Mr. Hornet bowed politely, iooked about him, and re. 
marked : 

““Intemperance is the curse of the country.” 

The audience burst into a merry Jaugh. He knew it could 
not be at his remark, and thought his clothes must be awry ; 
and he asked the chairman, in a whisper, if he was all right, 
and received ‘‘ yes” for an answer. Then he said: 

‘* Rum slays more than disease !"” 

Another, but louder, laugh followed. He couid not un- 
derstand it, but proceeded : 

“It breaks up happy homes !*’ 

Still louder mirth. 

“It is carrying young men down to death and hell!” 

Then came a perfect roar of applause. Mr. Hornet began 
to get excited. He thought they were poking fun at him, but 
he went on: i 

‘* We must crush the serpent !’’ 

A tremendous howl of laughter. The men on the plat- 
form, except the chairman, squirmed as they laughed. Then 
Hornet got mad 

** What I say is gospel truth,’’ he cried. 

The audience fairly bellowed with mirth. 
to a man on the stage, and said : 

“Do you see anything ridiculous in my remarks or 
behavior?’’ 

“Yes; ha! ha! Goon!” replied the roaring man. 

“This is an insult,” cried Hornet, wildly dancing about. 

More laughter, and cries of ‘‘ Go on, Twain.” 

Then the chairman began to see through a glass darkly, 
and arose and quelled the merriment, and explained the situ- 
ation ; andthe men on the stage suddenly ceased laughing, 
and the folks in the audience looked sheepish, and they quit 
laughing, too ; and then the excited Mr. Hornet, being thor- 
oughly mad, told them he had never before got into a town 
so entirely populated with asses and idiots, and, having said 
that, he left the hallin disgust, followed by the audience in 
deep gloom — Ainslee’s Magazine. 


Hornet turned 








For sale by all Newsdealers in Great Britain. The Inter- 
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WILSON 
WHISKEY 


That’s All! 


HE WILSON DISTILLING CO., 
Baltimore, Md. 












Works, Camden, N.J, 








for the money—consistent in quality, quantity and price. 
them once—you will smoke them always. 


FSTERBROOKS 


150 Varieties. 
For Sale by all Stationers, 
THE ESTERBROOK STEEL PEN CO. 2% Jorn st, tow York. 


The Brunswick Cigar is now and always will be the best Cigar 


37 Avenue de l'Opera, Paris. 
STEEL PENS 
-  ESTERBROOKSCE 


Every Esterbrook Pen Is 
Warranted. . 





Look for 
Arrow Head 
on Every 
Cigar. 


Try 





JACOB STAHL, JR. & CO., Makers, 168th st. & 3rd Ave., N. Y. City. 





FORE! 


Life’s Book for Golfers. 


A richly illustrated book, carefully 
rinted on heavy paper, dealing ex- 
lusively with the game of Golf in its 
musing and sentimental aspects. 
‘wawings by Gibson, Hanna, Gilbert, 
ichards, Blashfield, Hutt, and many 
thers. 


Cover Design by Gibson. 


Price $2.00. 


oho ee 


oe OR SENT POSTPAID BY LIFE PUBLISHING COMPANY, NewYork. 








HALF PORTIONS. | 


Fifteen short stories by the cleverest 
of Lire’s writers, profusely illustrated 
and handsomely printed. 


Price $1.25. 


ATTWOOD’S 
PICTURES. 


An Artist’s History of the Last Ten 
Years of the Nineteenth Century. 

A collection of the clever and satirical 

vignettes by FRANCISGILBERT ATTWOOD, 

illustrating the history of our own time. 


Price. $3.00. 








CHEW 


BEEMAN’S 
PEPSIN 
GUM 


Cures Indigestion 
and Sea-Sickness. 


All Others are Imitations. 
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Southwestern Limited—Best Train for Cincinnati and St. Louis—NEW YORK CENTRAL. 
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Hartford, Conn. 





; G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO., 
‘29 Broadway, New York. 20 Piccadilly, W. London, Eng. 





What a 
HE( LUB= 
I COCKTAILS 


Drinks that are famous the world 
over. Madefrom the best of liquors 
and used by thousands of men and 
women in their own homes in place 
of tonics, whose composition is un- 
known. 







Are they on your sideboard? 


Would not such a drink put new 
life into the tired woman who has 
shopped all day? Would it not be 
the drink to offer to the husband 
when he returns home after his 
day’s business? 


Choice of Manhattan, Martini, 
Tom or Holland Gin, Vermouth, 
York or Whiskey is offered. 


sale by all Fancy Grocers and Dealers 
generally, or write to 
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The flavour of 
Canadian 
Club’ 
Whisky 


is distilled with it, 
not added after- 
ward, and water 
cannot wash it 
out. A High Ball 
made from “Can- 
adian Club” is an 
extension, not 
an extinction, of 
the perfect quali- 
ties which have 
made “Canadian 
Club” so popular 
with connoisseurs 














Why 
Take Chances 


When you can be 
sure of it? 


OLD 
OVERHOLT 


** Bottled in Bond’’ 
direct from the barrel 
at the distillery. 
A. OverHOLT & Co., 
PITTSBURG, PA. 






















The Improved 


BOSTON 
GARTER 


The Standard 
for Gentlemen 


ALWAYS EASY 
The Name “‘ BOSTON 























Lies flat to the leg—never 
Slips, Tears nor Unfastens. 
SOLD EVERYWHERE. 
Sample pair, Silk 50c. 
Cotton 5c, 


4 a Mailed on receipt of price. 
GEO. PROST CO., Makers 
Boston, Mass., 'U.8.A. 


RS EVERY PAIR WARRANTED“@@ 























Alois P. 


It is the Lg | 
health, physical de 





Write at once 








ASK — 


YOUR 
DEALER 


FAMOUS 


YPSILANTI 


HEALTH 
UNDERWEAR 


\F HAY 
NOT & 
SEND TODD 
FOR MARI MEG. CO 
| BOOKLET YPSILANTI 
| ae MICH 





apparatus whatever and requiring but a few minutes time in your own room 
just before retiring. By this condensed system more exercise can be obtained 
in ten minutes than by any other in two hours and it is the only one which 
does not overtax the heart. 


velopment and elasticity of mind and body. ey 


ABSOLUTELY CURES CONSTIPATION, 
INDIGESTION, SLEEPLESSNESS, 
NERVOUS EXHAUSTION 


and revitalizes the whole body. 

Pupils are of both sexes ranging in age from fifteen to eighty-six, and all 
recommend the system. Since no two —— are inthe same physical 
condition individual instructions are given in 
from many of America’s leading citizens to 


ALOIS P. SWOBODA, 34-36 Washington Street, CHICAGO, ILLS. 

















teaches by mail with perfect success 
his original and scientific method of 
Physiological Exercise without any 


natural, easy and speedy method for obtaining perfect 


each case. 
for full information and Booklet containing endorsements 





Highest Grade Gold Medal 


AWARDED TO 


OLD 
CROW 
RYE 


at Paris Exposition 
for Superior Quality. 





It is a straight, hand-made Sour Mash 
WHISKEY. 


No admixtures of any kind. Hon- 
est, wholesome, healthful. 


H.B. KIRK & CO., Sole Bottlers, N. Y. 
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A PoLiss# couple came before a justice of the peace to be 
married. The justice looked at the document which author- 
ized him to unite in matrimony Zacharewiez Perczynski and 
Leokowarca Jeulinseika. 

“ Ahem !"’ he said. “ Zacha—h’m—h’m—skli, do you take 
this woman ?"’ and so forth. 

“ Yes, sir,’ responded the young man. 

* Leo—h'm—th—ska, do you take this man to be 
and so forth. 

“ Yes, sir.” 

“Then I pronounce you man and wife,” said the justice, 
giad to find something he could pronounce ; * and | heartily 
congratulate you both on having reduced those two names 
to one.” — Exchange. 








” 


“ Wuart is the shape of a ship going to pieces on a stern 
and rockbound coast?’ asked Gaswell of Dukane. 

“Very bad shape, I should say. What shape would you 
call it?” 


‘A wreck-tangle.”’ — Pittsburg Chronicle- Telegraph. 


THE PERFECT COCKTAIL. 


One may dissect a flower, but its odor eludes analysis. 
Certain ingredients blended in exact proportions make a 
perfect cocktail, but to describe the satisfaction that drinking 
it induces would be as difficult as to analyze the perfume of 
the violet. A perfect cocktail is created, not made, and it 
has to be created in so many diiferent proportions to suit so 
many varying tastes. that a universal blend—one that suits 
all tastes—is the result only of the creative effort of a master 
mind in the subtle art of mixing. 

That Messrs Heublein & Bro., of Hartford, Conn., possess 














that master mind is evidenced by the fact that a gold medal 
has been awarded them at the Paris Exposition for the | 
superiority of their cocktails. Coming from such connoisseurs 
as the French, this recognition must be highly appreciated. 


A SHORT time ago, at a school in the North of England, 
during a lesson on the animal kingdom, the teacher put the | 
following question : 

“Can any boy name me an animal of the order indentata; 
that is, a toothless animal?” 

A boy, whose face beamed witb pleasure at the prospect 
of a good mark, replied : 

“T can.” 

“Well, what is the animal?" 

‘ My grandmother,” replied the boy, in great glee. 

— Hrchange. 


Wounn: By the way, what became of Spriggins? You 
remember his great commencement essay on the downfall of 
the Roman Republic, eh? 

TuTHER: Oh, yes. He is now writing bright essays on 
the downfall of prices for the great universal emporium of 
Barr, Gaines & Cutts. — Indianapolis Press. 


A DINNER accompanied by Cook's Imperial Champagne 
Extra Dry is complete. See that you have it, 


HENDERSON (who has just bought a new pipe); Can you 
tell me, professor, if this amber is genuine? 

PROFESSOR: Oh, that’s easily determined. Soak it in 
alcohol for twenty-four hours, If it’s genuine it will then 
have disappeared. — Glasgow Evening Times. 


“WHat,” says an inquisitive young lady, “is the most 
popular color fur a bride?’ 

We may be a little particular in these matters, but we 
should prefer a white one. — 7it-Bits. 


JOHNNY : Paw, what do they mean when they say a man 
* takes things easy ''? 

Paw : That he is either a philosopher, a kodak fiend, or a 
kleptomaniac, — Baltimore American. 


HOTEL VENDOME, BOSTON. 


All the attractions of hotel life, with the comforts and 
privacy of home, 


“ARE you old enough to vote?’ asked the tourist in 
North Carolina. 

“I dunno erzackly what my age is, boss,” replied the 
colored man ; “ but I kin tell you dis: I allus was old enough 
to know better dan to try to vote." — Washington Star. 

“Dipn’T you feel dreadfully when you lost your gold- 
handled umbrella? "’ 

“No; I'd expected to lose it for so long that I was glad 
when it was gone.”*— Chicago Record. 

First Artist: Did Mobley make you any offer for your 
last picture ? 

SECOND ARTIST: Yes ; he said he’d give me a new canvas 
for the one I had spoiled. — Chicago Record. 
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DAINTY NOVELTIES IN BROCADES, COUTIL, ITALIAN CLOTHS, 
AND PLAIN OR EXQUIBITELY EMBROIDERED BATISTES — 


ow Bust Lona WP, SHORT HG STRMGHT ROIS: 
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16 West 23d St. 
New York: { 166 Broadway. 
Brooklyn: 504 Fulton 8t, 
Boston: 169 Tremont St. 
Philadelphia: 924 Chestnut St. 
Chicago: 74 State Street 











The World’s Best Writing Papers 


HE Grand Prix, the highest award 
presented at Paris, has just been 
given to the Whiting Paper Company. 
Whiting papers are made in right 
shapes and shades for fashionable cor- 
respondence, for invitations, and all uses 
of social life. 

Every man who likes fine stationery 
will find them excellent for high grade 
office use: 

Whiting ledger and legal papers and 
in Bonds and Linens for all purposes 
will please business men. 

Whiting papers are sold by all first- 
class stationers. You should insist on 
getting them. 

The world’s best ought to be none too 
good for you. 


WHITING PAPER COMPANY 
148-150-152 Duane Street 
NEW YORK 











Whether you're big or whether you're small, 
Whether you’re short, or whether you're tall, 
Whether you're fat, or whether you're lean, 

Whether excitable, or serene, 

Whether a woman, or whether a man, 





You'll find taking R.I.P.A.N.S a very good plan. 
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Importer and Maker of 


Rich Furs 








Formerly 

No. 24 East 23d Street 
Recently 

No. 275 Fifth Avenue 


Has removed permanently to 


No. 8 West 33d Street 


Opposite Waldorf-Astoria 


A SPECIAL DEPARTIENT FOR 
REMODELLING FUR GARMENTS 





Noenof) 
Constable K2Ca 


Cloths. 
Ladies’ Cloths. 


New and Stylish Autumn Colorings. 


Men’s Wear. 


Mixtures, Overcoatings, Trouserings. 4 


Broadway HX; 19tb ot. 


NEW YORK. 
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LE TROTTOIR ROULANT ET LE JONGLEUR EQUILIBRISTE, — Journal Amusant. 
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October 11, 1900, 





cA & PER ; 
| VEM SAUCE.¥S 


- and Genuine worces 
Ladies, at luncheon parties and at all home- 
meals, will find a delicacy of flavor in all 
dishes savored with this Sauce-for soups, 
fish, meats, gravy, game, salads etc. 


SIGNATURE “a4 John Duneans dons 

















POOR FATHER! 


EMILY (who'has just come\downstairs from a sick where the father lies on the point of death, to mother cooking 
boiled pork); PLEASE, MOTHER, FATHER SAYS woltd LIKE & BIT 0’ BOILED PORK AFORE ’E DIES, 
MOTHER: GO AND TELL YER FATHER 'E CAN'T "AVE ANY, ,?r'8 FOR THE FUNERAL. — Moonshine. 














‘A Genuine Old Brandy made from Wine.” 


— Medical Press ae a 41999. | Red mond, 4 
, | Kerr&Co. i 
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x Members, bought and sold on 


N. Y. Stock Exchange. \ commission, 


‘ DEAL IN 

; High-Grade Investment Securities. 

. Lists of current ret sent on application, 

\ 4 PHILADELPHIA RRESPON ENTS, 
GRAHAM, RR & CO. 
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PRESS OF THE J. W. PRATT CO., HEW YORK. 














Are you 
an Ale 
Drinker? 


Do you like a rich, mellow 
flavor, creamy head and. 
transparent clearness? 


THEN TRY 


EVANS 


The highest grade brewings in the world and 
The Only Ale Without Sediment— 
a revelation to old-time ale drinkers. 


Any dealer everywhere will supply it. 






















When 
you play with 


Cards 
You hold GOOD CARDS. 


“Card Games, and How to Play Them” a 
120 page book mailed for six flap ends 
from Bicycle boxes, or five 2c. stamps. 


Dept. 27 THe U. S. PLayinG CARD Co., 
Cincinnati, O. 











Sold by Dealers 
from Greenland 
to Australia. 


Goddess of Liberty 
trade-mark ace 
on every pack, 














Faster than Ever 
to California 











CHICAGO 
& NORTH-WESTERN 
RAILWAY 


THE OVERLAND LIMITED leaves 

Chicago 6,30 p. m, daily via Chicago- 
Union Pacific & North-Western Line, ar- 
rives San Francisco 5.15 afternoon of third 
‘day and Los Angeles 7.45 next morning. 
No change of cars; all meals in Dining 
Cars. Buffet Library Cars with barber. 
The best of everything. The Pacific 
Express leaves 10,30 p. m. daily. Tourist 
Sleepers daily to California and Oregon. 
Personally conducted excursions every 
week, Send 4 cents postage for ‘‘ Cali- 
fornia Illustrated” to 


461 Broadway, - New York|436 Vine 8t., - Cincinnati 
601 Ches’t 8t., Philadelphia| 507 Smithf' Id 8t., Pitteburg 
368 Washington 8t., Boston | 234 Superior 8t., Cleveland 
301 Main 8t., - - Buffalo|17 Campus Martius, Detroit 
212 Clark 8t., - Chicago|2KingSt.,East, Toronto,Ont. 

















